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but his discourse seemed only to prove that the abundant "woodi-
ness" in the nature of Rake the Fool was not the kind upon which
either black or white fungi spontaneously flourished.
At the moment when Philip's long-sighted vision was conce^
trated upon the man and the woman approaching from the south
and the two men approaching from the west, Sam himself real-
ised to what an encounter he was leading his shy friend and he
looked about him, wondering how to avoid this couple who were
directly in their path. Ned Athling too became just then aware of
a group of three men standing in the field to the north of them
and a couple of men advancing from the northwest. There was
a small unimportant bridge over the Brue just at that place,
called Cold Harbour Bridge, and it was quite close to this spot
that Philip was now standing. A little tributary of the river left
the main stream at this point and flowed southeast to Northload
Bridge, and thence lost itself among the orchards of the town.
This Cold Harbour Bridge formed, in fact, the centre of an imag-
inary circle on the circumference of which these three groups of
human beings were now arrested in a threefold consciousness of
one another's presence.
To the surveyor from Evercreech there was nothing in the least
remarkable about the fact that two men should be approaching
Cold Harbour Bridge from the west, and a man and woman from
the south, following the same tow-path. The contractor was won-
dering whether he would be permitted to bring his own workmen
from Taunton for the construction of the new road or whether
the town council of Glastonbury would insist on his employing
local labourers upon the job. The surveyor from Evercreech was
wondering if his wife's father, now suffering from an attack of
pleurisy, would leave them his small dairy farm of four Jersey
cows, when he came to die.
But there was, as a matter of fact, no geographic section of
the environs of Glastonbury that had not been so often the stage
of portentous human encounters that chance itself seemed, in the
weariness of her long experience, to have found it easier to slide
events through the smooth grooves of fate than to shake them
into her favourite surprises; for from under Cold Harbour Bridge